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shots were now sounding loud and heavy, and bullets were
beginning to patter against the sheds and the gate. A Red
Army soldier was wounded as he stood in the yard. The
remnants of the military company were drawn up hurriedly
in front of the Revolutionary Committee, and the com-
~~mander led them at a run towards the slope leading down to
the Don. A panic set in. People ran to and fro across the
square. A riderless horse galloped past.
In his consternation Mishka himself never remembered
how he came to be on the square. He saw Fomin burst like
a whirlwind from behind the church, a machine-gun
harnessed up to his horse. The wheels failed to take the
corner, and the gun turned over and dragged along, swinging
from side to side. Fomin, bending low over the saddle,
disappeared under the hill, leaving a silvery trail of snow-
dust behind him.
" To the horses," was Mishka's first thought. He ran
down the sideroads, bending double, not stopping once to
take breath. He found Yemelian harnessing the horses,
fumbling terror-stricken at the traces to fasten them to
the swinging-trees.
" What's happening, Mikhail ? What's up ? " he stam-
mered, his teeth chattering.
In their hurry they could not find the reins, and when
they did find them the collar-thongs had come untied. The
yard where they had halted looked out into the steppe.
Mishka stared towards the pines, but no line of infantry
appeared in that direction, there was no avalanche of cavalry.
JFiring was going on somewhere in the distance, the streets
were deserted, the place wore its customary dreary look.
Yet something terrible was happening : the revolt had come
in very truth.
All the time Yemelian was busy with the horses Mishka
did not remove his gaze from the steppe. He saw a man
run from beyond the shrine, past the bridge where in the
previous December the wireless station had been burnt
down. The man was running at full speed, bent forward,
his arms pressed against his breast. By his coat Mishka
recognised him as the Tribunal investigator Gromov. Then
from behind a fence galloped a horseman. And Mishka
recognised him also: it was a Vieshenska cossack named
Chernichkin, a young, active White guard. As he ran